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Feel hard on them
With such blows on their breasts.
'Who Knows,
That boy you speak of,
I full well know of,
Is a legate of
The milky way itself.
And perhaps for him, it seems
The cows turn uberous.
Agoram, your words taste acrid.
You seem to be talking
As if that boy is a new-found treasure,
As if this village is a wholesome stuff,
As if the slush of the riverine sides
Are marmalade,
Very nutritious to be digested.
Give all such notions
A quick despatch.
Dolorous milk, the very blood of the kine,
The circulating blood.
No milk can whiten these sands
That begot people like you.
The cow is sent forth on Earth;
Its milk is the theme of Life;
It nourishes and life flourishes
At Siva's will.
Convert your thoughts.
Feel closer to Siva,
Who lightens your load.
Be fit to tread on
This soil great,
This soil of Panchakavya!
The whole village is fed.
It is soused in a wholesome fulfilment.
Milk aplenty,
Exuberant,
These rare cows,
Top creations
Showing greater natures;
These are things far morerunning black with shame?hour
